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thinking of the things I had left behind in Urga, my
diary, my money, clothes, a small collection of curios
and above all my horse, all bought and accumulated
at the cost of months of hard toil.

Late the following day I was startled out of my
reverie by a sharp "Haiti" A bayonet flashed in front
of my face and as I looked up I realised that we were
back at Dzumodo, at the gates of a Chinese farm we
had passed a few days before. The gates were guarded
by two Chinese sentries.

"Lu-bo" I said mechanically, that being the Chinese
password I had learnt at Urga.

The sentries allowed me to pass into the court-
yard, which was full of horses and men. The first
man I met was my Chinese Colonel.

"Good day. Colonel," I said.

"Hullo, Mr. Geleta, I'm so glad you're here. Ill
announce you to the General at once."

I dismounted and handed the reins to a soldier.
Looking round for my companions, I realised that
they must have deserted me along go, for the carts
were nowhere to be seen. I went into the General's
office and was glad to find myself among old friends
at last. I was given a glass of hot tea and a sort of
thick pancake, and in a few minutes my depression of
the previous twenty-four hours was gone.

The officers told me what had happened at Urga.
Baron Ungern entered Urga from the south, through
the valley of Bogdo Ul, which the Chinese had left
almost entirely unguarded, thinking that Ungern
could not attack from that direction. His attack was a